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Summary: City 17 is falling. In the chaos, one group of rebels makes a desperate attempt to escape the city on foot, unknown of their being watched. An Overwatch soldier finds his voice. They know next to nothing of the plans outside forces have for them.





	The Escape Route

Consciousness came back to me gradually. My senses, instead of immediately performing as normal, took over a minute to reach optimum levels. I couldn't see; a metal mask enveloped my face. I heard a faint whirring about me. A sterile smell filtered into my olfactory sensors through the mask. My feet hung in the air; I was suspended, how far up I couldn't tell.

Another whirring sound; my body shook, along with the apparatus holding me up, and I felt a slight bouncing sensation as I was lowered to what I vaguely hoped to be a floor. The two background noises, now merged into one, fluctuated. My hearing came and went, giving me a subdued sense of panic.

_Sensory perception test complete; results satisfactory._

It wasn't a voice, or a thought, or anything I thought I could process with my mind. It was just knowledge, suddenly there because of some autonomous function of my mind. I _felt_ it. By body continued its slow fall. I "felt" nothing else for some time—minutes, seconds?—until in one, swift movement, my insides seemed to tumble over each other, squeeze together, and deform in ways I failed to imagine. The sensation was not painful, and only mildly disturbing.

_Organ implant tests complete; results satisfactory._

My feet hit the floor, but the apparatus, still covering my face and supporting my shoulders, kept me in place. I flexed my feet and toes, and consequently found them bound in boots, snugly fastened to a pair of padded trousers. I spread my legs slightly and figured that I would probably lose balance if the machine released me.

_Mild stress fluctuation; still within acceptable instinct limits; observe, tolerate._

_Memory supplantation device releasing in three... two... one... release._

Hissing and whirring. The apparatus opens around my face, and after a flood of blinding light I see the blue-black wall opposite me form. Irises adjust, optical nerves recuperate. This is the Citadel, City 17. The room is Overwatch barrack 3B, doubling as armory for squadron J23L. I am unit 50333.


End file.
